ON   THE   LAGO   Dl   GARDA

deliberate action. With his candid, open, unquestionin:
face, he seemed like a prisoner being conveyed from on
form of life to another, or like a soul in trajectory, tha
has not yet found a resting-place.

What were wife and child to him? - they were the las
steps of the past. His father was the continent behind him
his wife and child the foreshore of the past; but his fee
was set outwards, away from it all - whither, neither h
nor anybody knew, but he called it America.